CHAPTER  VI

MOSUL

THE ENSUING days called for great effort on our part.
It was imperative to laugh, otherwise our friends would
have lost heart and our surroundings would have closed
in on us.

Two tiny rooms with low ceilings that leaked were
allotted to the four of us. In these we lived and ate and
slept, except for fortnightly excursions to the baths. We
lived in the semi-dark, on foods which, although healthy,
were strange to us, such as sour milk, dates, flaps of
unleavened bread : we had nothing to read and little
money. Our chief excitement was whether we would
receive our weekly pay. When it was in arrears, or the
shopkeepers refused paper money (as frequently happened
in Mosul) the sergeant who did our shopping returned
empty-handed. Cigarettes were cheap and good : when
we were in funds we all smoked too much. One red-letter
day the sergeant brought us paper, pens and ink. We
cut up lids of cigarette boxes for playing cards. We inked
out a chess board on a plank. We held a spiritualistic
seance with a soup bowl, there being no table available
to turn- We told interminable stories. I also wrote some,
and read them aloud, to the disgust of my companions.
We composed monstrous limericks, and we sang in
rivalry with the Arab guards outside, who made day
hideous with music and murdered sleep by snoring.

We had no place to exercise, except the few yards of
veranda leading to the latrine, and that was often inches